ON RANI DIDI'S BIRTHDAY*
What .shall I offer thee, 0 sister, say,
On this thy rich birthday?
How oft would thy sympathy and love
My heart's dead lyre to resonance move
And leave a legacy of memory
Of days and nights whose cadence cannot die!
How thy consoling words again and again
Would make my moods of pain,
Like creepers lone and tremulous,
Fulfilled with blooms harmonious!
These will I cull and into a garland weave
To ofer thee, sister, what else can I give?
How oft, when in love's grievance I'd forget
Our Mother divine and fret,
Thy admonition soft as bell
Would call back home the prodigal
In a voice whose beauty even as jewel's light
Would guard my soul against the schemes of
Night!
A jewel-shine that touched dross into gold.
Dream-wealth restored to old
Penury-thrill that cannot fade,
0 Queenly Mother's queenly maid,
Whose deathless birth bathesthisour earth of sighs
With a tender radiance of paradise!